Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
himself. "You are cruel! . . . But forgive me. My haste
has the lover's excuse, also the soldier's. I have been ap-
pointed to the command of the Army of Italy. Any hour
now may take me to the battle-field."
So he departed, and, strive as she would, she could not
drive from her memory the glance of those dark blue
eyes, stern and compelling, so tender and pleading, nor
his last word—"battle-field"! It haunted her. She felt re-
morse, almost as if she were driving him to his fate—
but, light-hearted Josephine, only for a moment. She had
made up her mind to be more kind; but when later he
called and the dialogue was almost a repetition of the first
time, she forbade him to come again.
This was Monday. On Tuesday she sat down and wrote
to a friend, in the confidential fashion of the old days:
"You have heard how General Bonaparte has come to
my house. Well, he has been good enoi^gJi to offer to act
as stepfather to the children of Alexandre de Beauhar-
nais, as husband to his widow." This showed the proper
detachment. " *Do I love him?' I hear you ask. No, I do
not!" This last was boldly underscored. Then she bal-
anced the quill between her teeth. " *Do I dislike him
then?9 No." This quite as positively. And now she started
to tear the letter up but finished irritably, "But my state
is one of lukewarmness; and that does not please me; and
it would shock the goody-goody church people to think
that a woman should consider marriage in such a frame
of mind."
On Wednesday she swore to Aunt Fanny that she would
not admit him again. And Aunt Fanny, who was also
writing to a relative about the young general—she called
him her "nephew to be"—looked up and answered in tones
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